CONFESSIONS OF A YOUNG MAN Itt
papers that Fielding was a genius in spite of his coarseness, thereby inferring that he was a much greater genius since he had sojourned in this Scotch house of literary ill-fame. Clarville, the author of "Madame Angot," transformed Madame Marneff into a virtuous woman; but he did not write to the papers to say that Balzac owed him a debt of gratitude on that account.
The star of Miss Braddon has finally set in the obscure regions of servantgalism; Ouida and Rhoda Broughton continue to rewrite the books they wrote ten years ago; Mrs. Lynn Linton I have not read. The "Story of an African Farm" was pressed upon me. 1 found it sincere and youthful, disjointed but well-written; descriptions of sand-hills and ostriches sandwiched with doubts concerning a future state, and convictions regarding the moral and physical superiority of women: but of art nothing; that is to say, art as I understand it,—rhythmical sequence of events described with rhythmical sequence of phrase.
I read the "Story of Elizabeth," by Miss Thackeray. It came upon mo with all the fresh and fair naturalness of a garden full of lilacs and blue sky, and I thought of Hardy, Blackmore, Murray, and Besant as of groat warehouses where everything might be had, and even if the article required were not in stock it could bo supplied in a few days at latest. The exquisite little descriptions, full of air, colour, light* grace; the French, life seen with such sweet English eyes; the sweat little descriptions all so gently evocative. "What a tranquil little kitchen itt, and debased it; he wrote to the        tin*            !ii4)tl*l of                     but
